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“There would be nothing without art; I would be nothing without art.” 


Olivia Tsaka 
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Prologue 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is delighted to publish the spring 2022 edition of 


Art & Eros Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring artists. 


Art & Eros Magazine welcomes submissions on a guarterly basis. 


Special thanks are to be made to Olivia in Montreal, Aki in Tokyo, Rose in 


Paris, Isabella and William in New York for their new submissions. 


Several of the stories in this edition were previously published by the others 


and now appear in a reprint. 


Please feel free to submit your short stories, prose, poetry and artwork to 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer's fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. 


The publishing rights remain with the writer. 
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New Art Works 
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Reflections on Art School by Olivia Tasaka 


[Montreal] I was never somebody who knew what they wanted to do with 
their future. The guestion always terrified me, and I could never wrap my head 
around the fact that every adult in my life seemed to believe that by sixteen, I 
could feel anything close to excitement, much less certainty, when 
considering my career options. I’ve changed my mind dozens of times since 
high school, I've applied, accepted, denied, re-applied, re-accepted, denied... 
and two years after graduating, I found myself still at home, still not in school, 
and with no real sense of where I wanted to be. I was watching my childhood 
best friends approaching the end of their degree, working real adult jobs in the 
real adult world while I remained at the same cafe I'd been working at for 
three years, feeling just as directionless as I did when we all graduated high 
school together. I knew I couldn't continue like this, that the idleness and 
monotony that defined the last two years of my life was starting to tear away 
at my psyche. Most of all, I Knew that art was what got me through it all: the 
months of isolation, the growing pains of having to make my own big, 
defining life decisions, and the sobering realization as we collectively lived 
through a pandemic that people don't seem to care about each other as much 


as I once thought they did. 


It took me a while to seriously consider art school, despite the fact that I was 
painting almost every day and that art had been a central part of my life for as 
long as I could recall. I had been trying to force myself into a more 


conventional academic pathway, one that I felt was easier to explain to 
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strangers and would warrant less remarks about how I'm not going to survive 
in the real world. Yet it became clear to me after years of trying to mold myself 
into what I thought others wanted me to be that I am not capable of pursuing 


anything that I truly don't care for. 


Within the span of a couple days, I decided to throw together a portfolio and 
applied to a painting and drawing program in Montreal. I had felt a calling 
towards this city for a while, as well as a desperate urge to leave Vancouver 
and experience something different, something other than the same roads and 
people and places that I had seen everyday for the last ten years. I finally felt 
ready to go to university, and more than anything I wanted to experience 
something other than my parents” basement and my high school coffee shop 


job. A couple months after applying, I was accepted, and in late August I 
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found myself on a flight to Montreal, finally turning the page onto a new 


chapter in life, full of uncertainty, curiosity, dread, and excitement. 


I struggled to really wrap my head around art school at first. This wasn't 
helped by the fact that despite moving halfway across the country to attend 
university, I took all of my classes alone in my apartment, painting a canvas 
while my professor prattled on, confined to a little rectangle on my computer 
screen. This wasn't the hands-on, in-person experience that I was promised, 
and it left me feeling a bit jaded. The subjectivity of our grading, the vague, 


open-ended nature of our assignments, the flexible deadlines... 
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it all started to feel more like summer camp than school, a summer camp that 
I completed entirely by myself, never once stepping foot into the school's 
visual arts building. I wasn't learning colour theory, or how to make an 
underpainting, or any of the technical skills that I was expecting to be 
introduced to; rather, our assignments were almost entirely conceptual, as if I 
could submit almost anything and it would still be acceptable. I felt as though 
I wasn't progressing or moving forward in my art, nor in my life; I was 
stagnating, as I had been for two years, and moving halfway across the country 
to escape it simply forced me to face the fact that even a completely new 


environment could not fix me, not if I remained the exact same. 


For a couple of months, I allowed myself to wallow in bitterness and 
succumbed to the misery of my expectations not being met. Perhaps I was to 
blame for my naive idealism about the future, about turning the page and 
advancing to a new chapter in life, somehow emerging as a different, changed, 
and better person afterwards. Perhaps my expectations were too high, and 
after all, how much of my experience was determined by my own apathy? 
Looking back on it now, I have to ask myself if my lack of interest in school 
was my own fault and not a symptom of circumstance. It's certainly easier to 
blame outside forces than it is to admit to yourself that you simply don't have 


the drive that you used to. 


Embarking on my flight home back to Vancouver for winter break, I felt 
disappointed in myself for not becoming the person I hoped I would become, 


for not even really trying to. For allowing myself to coast through my first 
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semester of university, completing everything that needed to be completed but 
without the passion or intent that I once had. I was painting for the sake of 
making a deadline, not for the sake of improving my practice as a painter. 
Nonetheless, a part of me wasn't ready to give up yet, and I knew that one 
semester of remote learning was only a brief introduction to what the next four 
years of my life could look like. Back in my childhood home, surrounded by 
familiarity and no longer distracted enough to avoid introspection, I was 


forced to 
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take a more objective look at what my experience in university had taught me 
thus far. Two years of social isolation and avoiding academic spaces like the 
plague had sent me down a path of general apathy towards my future and 
everyone else's, yet I began to recognize that this hopeless nihilism had 
become rather damaging to my mental health and motivation. Besides, 
allowing my disappointment to fester and grow inside of me wasn't getting 
me anywhere. I had to accept the fact that in order for me to appreciate art 


school, something had to change, and that change had to happen internally. 
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In late January, I found myself back in Montreal, still enrolled full time in art 
school, and slowly began to discover a lot more value in the courses that I 
once found obsolete. I was improving noticeably throughout each assignment, 
and recognizing developments within my own stylistic choices and technical 
skill level. The content of my courses didn't change much; rather, I started 
making a conscious effort to examine my progress over the last few months, 
to ask plenty of guestions and to take my assignments seriously, not because 
I wanted a good grade but because I wanted to expand and improve upon my 
art practice. I've realized in the last few months that art school is less about 
learning colour theory or how to shade a sphere and much more about 
grappling with your own intrinsic motivation, pushing the boundaries of what 
you consider your art style, and recognizing the true value and meaning that 


your art practice has in your life. 


There would be nothing without art; I would be nothing without art. I 
recognize that now more than I ever did before, and in going to art school I 
reaffirmed this passion of mine and more importantly, forced myself to 


uncover the ambition within me that I wasn't sure I still had. 
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Recent Other Works by Olivia 
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Boys and Their Toys by Aki Kurosawa 


My younger sister calls boy's penises their toys. She is a self-professed 
voyeur and enjoys watching boys play with their toys. Sometimes she also 


takes photographs of them ... These are some of her photos of their toys ... 
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Self-Portrait by Aki Kurosawa 


I thought long and hard before I did a self-portrait. I am looking away so it is 


hard to see my face. But I thought you might be curious what I looked like. 


This picture was taken by my sister when we were visiting my grandmother. 


I was asleep at the time. It was a hot and humid August afternoon. 


My sister took this picture without asking me permission. But it is such a 
beautiful picture that I could not get angry at her. When I awoke, my sister 


said I was the most beautiful woman she knows. I blushed all over! 
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Here is a picture my sister took of me from behind a few months later. 


It is at the little Onsen near my grandmother's village. 
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Here are pictures my sister took of me at two other Onsens near Tokyo 
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New Prose 
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In Praise of St. Sebastian by Rose Lang 


[Paris] When you are a student at a Catholic all girl's school learning about 
love and the facts of life is rather interesting. You have to approach this 


subject in a very circumscriptive way. 


Our school was gated and had a large courtyard at the centre of which there 
was a nice flower garden that was tended by the novitiate nuns, not much older 
than we were. Each year some students from the school would decide to give 
their lives and their loves to God. These students were given a bed in the wing 
of the school that housed the nuns and upon their graduation from the school 


would become novitiates. Most of these classmates came from poor families. 


The rest of my schoolmates were in a rush to leave the school at the end of the 
day to flood into Paris and enjoy a brief period of freedom as they made their 


ways home. Je n'etait pas si chanceuse ... 


For me, life had few freedoms outside of my school, or my home. Both my 
parents worked long hours. I did not have une nounou, I had my grandmere, 
who each morning would walk me to school and each afternoon when the end 
of day bell rang would be there to walk me home again. She lived around the 
corner from me. I would spend the afternoons with her doing my homework 
and even had dinner with her sometimes and then stay over when my parents 


did not want me sous leur pieds. 
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When I was fourteen I discovered that I was no longer a little girl but I was 
becoming une jeune femme as my grandmere would say. Just when we needed 
to be taught something about ... you know what ... the nuns kept us busy 
doing silly school work conjugating verbs and doing art projects which mostly 


were drawing and painting watercolors of the flowers in our school garden. 


One morning a gardener came and this caused a stir he being a young and 
handsome young man in his twenties. He was studying horticulture or 
agriculture or something like this â son college and was doing a practicum in 


our garden. He looked a lot like Pierre Perrier the French actor. 


That morning was sunny and hot and so at some point he decided to take off 
his shirt ... where within perhaps a minute la mère supérieure was there to 


ask him to put his shirt back on. 


I happened to be looking out the window when he took off his shirt and he 
happened to look up at me starring down at him at the second floor window. 
I suspect I was not only girl thinking this ... but I wondered who he was and 
whether he would be a fixture in our little garden. He was there several days 
toiling with some rock work that needed repair. The garden was as old as the 


school and our school was well over a hundred years old. 


It was strange, but the first time I saw him I imagined him as the central 
sculpture in our little garden ... like Michelangelo's David. There had once 


was a little sculpture at the centre of the garden but it went missing once, a 
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prank that one of the girls wanted to play on la mère supérieure of the day. 
Le petit cerf appeared one morning on her desk within her locked office. How 
it got in the locked office and who put it there remains a mystery to this day. 
La mère supérieure had not taken it well and so the little pedestal at the centre 
of the garden stood empty. Rumor had it she had le petit cerf set as a head 
stone for a poor unfortunate school girl who had died of some mysterious 


malady. She may have been pregnant ... so the rumors were. 


Yes, it is difficult to learn about love and the facts of life at our school, even 


though by age fourteen we should be told this for obvious reasons. 


One afternoon my grandmere could not pick me up from school so I had to 
walk to her place all by myself. I had my own key to her apartment for 
emergencies. She wasn't expected home until after 6 and so I decided to take 


my time walked to her apartment. 


As it happened, that same afternoon the young and handsome gardener happen 
to be leaving our school at the same time and so some of my girlfriends and I 
decided to walk behind him to see where he might be heading. I think he sort 
of Knew we were there following him and it appeared he did not mind. He 


actually glanced back at the three of us at one point and smiled. 


I think he recognized me and I could feel the smile touch me individually. I 


started to blush. My two friends noticed this and asked me what was 
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happening. I turned to them and boldly said “... I am getting wet ... you know 


where!” 
Mon dieu the giggle carried well over to the gardener who suddenly turned 
and started to walk towards us with determination. My two friends 


disappeared in a blink of an eye, leaving me alone to meet him face a face. 


“I recognize you,” he said. “You were looking out the second floor window 


when I took my shirt off the other day.” 


I nodded. 


“Are you following me?” 


I shook my head. 


“Where did you two friend go?” 


I shrug my shoulders and looked around. 


“You're not much of a talker are you?” 


I shook my head and then spoke. “My grandmere told me never to talk to 


strangers.” 
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“But I am not a stranger ...” he responded. 


I stuttered as I said “I guess not” and could feel my face become more flushed. 


Before I knew it he had tugged my sketchbook from my bag and started to 


look at my artwork. “You like flowers ...” 


“That’s what les soeurs ask us to draw ... les fleurs ...” 


A piece of paper fell from my sketchbook. Before I could grab it back he had 
it in his hand. 


*What's this?" 


I had started to draw a sketch of a man tending a garden. He was without a 


shirt. It was obviously him. 


“Is this me? The shape of my torso is all wrong. You have drawn me in the 


999 


shape of a woman." He was right. I had tried drawing myself in a mirror 


from time to time but I had never tried drawing a man. 


“Do you like drawing people?” 


I nodded slowly. 
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A broad smile crossed his face. “Have you ever drawn with a live model?” 


I looked down at my feet. I was too scared to look up into his eyes. “No ...” 


“Would you like to?” 


My heart skipped a beat. “Yes ...” 


“Tomorrow is my last day working on your garden so today is your only 


chance.” My eyes shot up meeting his. His eyes gleamed with happiness, 


“Come ... my place is just around the corner.” He started to walk up the street 
not looking back. Perhaps he was very sure of himself, and knew that I would 
follow him. Or perhaps he dared not look back if by chance I got cold feet 


and ran off. 


I followed him. I don't know why I did this, but I did. I looked at my watch. 


It was barely four. 
His place was an old pied-â-terre. It had simple but comfortable furniture and 
he had a cat which ran to meet him at the door when he stepped in his place. 


When I stepped into his place his cat was stand-offish with me. 


“Make yourself comfortable. Would you like some wine?” 
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29 


“No ... Peau minérale.” He brought me a bottle and opened it for me and 
poured some into a glass and handed it to me before he took a drink directly 


out of the bottle. Then he said “you know I don't even know your name.” 


“Rose...” 


“Sebastian ...” He offered me his hand. 


I lifted mine thinking he would merely shake my hand, but he took my hand 
in his than bowed politely and kissed the back of my hand. “...like the Saint.” 


He smiled. “Make yourself comfortable while I take a guick shower.” 


Then he left me all alone. I looked down at my hand where he kissed me and 
felt a flood of happiness. Then I looked around his small world. There was 
second hand furniture and many paperback books. I stood up and walked over 


to his bookshelf. It was built into the wall and was entirely filled with books. 


I randomly read the title of one. Satre. Another ... Poincaré. A third ... 


Thomas Aguinas. His library was very intellectual. 


I walked over to his desk which stood beneath a window. The sunlight set a 
glow across the notebook open on the desk top. He was composing a love 


poem. Ahh, I thought, a romantic. 
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Time must have stood still while I visited his small world for he suddenly 
reappeared wrapped in a towel around his waist. He was still wet and was 
drying his hair with a second towel. He let the towel drop from his hand then 
walked over to the corner of the entrance to this room, turned around and then 
leaned back against the wall. He kicked the other towel off himself and lifted 


his arms above his head. “Draw me like Saint Sebastian.” 


The view of him, naked before me took my breath away. My hands shook as 
I took a pencil from my bag and began to draw him. He was more beautiful 


than I had imagine. His masculinity came alive before my very eyes. 


As I drew him it was so guiet I could hear his breathing from clear across the 
room. I wondered if he could hear my heart, for it was beating wildly. I drew 
for perhaps a half hour. Then without a word I grabbed my things raced to 
the door and was out into the street without looking back. Perhaps it was 
because I was getting wet and bothered and could not trust myself to be in a 


room alone with a naked man ... 


I managed to arrive at my grandmere's apartment a mere three minutes before 
she did. I was hot and bothered. When she asked me what I had done all 
afternoon ... I told her I had a headache and had taken a nap. 


The following day there he was in the garden again and I found inside of me 
enough courage to go and speak with him. Quietly he asked me why I had 
run off? I tried to explain without really telling the truth. “I had to be 
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somewhere by six.” In actual fact I could not trust myself to be there with 


him. 


“Can I see you again?” I looked up into his eyes. They sparkled with 


happiness. I slowly nodded. Sebastian and I are now good friends. 


He has let me draw him many times, sans habillement but not once did he ask 
for liberties from me. Sebastian has been a perfect gentleman. I have never 


asked him ... mais, je me demande s'il est gay. 


As for me, I now understand love and the facts of life much better, and I think 


I have even met a Saint. 
I gave my drawing of St. Sebastian to a friend who lives in Vancouver as a 
birthday gift years ago. All I have left to remember this first encounter with 


Sebastian is it is a polaroid picture of the drawing. 


Not bad for a fourteen year old artist, don't you think? 
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Hard Water by Kyle Irion 


“Are you excited?” your mother asks you. She's putting earrings on and her 
vision is shifting from her reflection in the bathroom mirror back to you and 


then back to the mirror. 


You're standing in the doorway to your parents” bathroom. You're leaning 
against the door jamb. The air in the bathroom is hot and thick with steam and 
you're ready to leave because you might be sweating. You can't tell if you're 
sweating or if the steam is just accumulating on your forehead. You tell your 
mother that you're excited and she says good, but then it's guiet and you're 
waiting for more. You figure out pretty guick that your mother had only called 
you in to ask you that guestion and that was it. You huff a little to yourself, 
then push off of the door jamb you were leaning on. You turn to leave. The 


air outside the bathroom is cool and feels good against your skin. 


As you enter the hallway, your little brother brushes by, almost colliding with 


you. 


Watch out!” he says, like it was your fault. There's no way to really tell whose 
fault it was. Right-of-way in domestic hallway situations is kind of a tricky 


thing. 
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You watch out!” you call back. You're hot all over now. Your brother, Ricky, 
continues down the hallway and into the living room. You go to your room. 


You're in your shirt, underwear and socks. You still need pants and stuff. 


Your outfit was laid out by your mother the night before, so there's no 
choosing. Getting ready doesn't take as long as it usually does, so you have 
an extra few minutes you didn't plan on—an extra few minutes that you never 
have on Sunday mornings—and you're not sure what to do with yourself. You 
sit on your bed for a second. You breathe in through your nose and exhale 
through your mouth. You overhear your mother and your father talking. From 
where you sit, it is little more than an exchange between higher-pitch, soprano 
tones and lower, more resonating, baritone tones. The exchange ends and you 
hear heavy footfalls on carpet, then hard wood, then you turn and your father 
is in your doorway. He's suspending himself there, standing on one foot, his 
palms on the doorjamb. It's a slightly athletic pose and you admire how 
muscular your father is, unlike all your friends' dads, who are all dumpy and 


sallow. 


“Mom says you're excited," he says. 


“Yeah,” you say. 


“Well, ten minutes to show time,” he says, then offers a half smile (no teeth), 


pats the door jamb lightly, and walks down the hall. You hear him 


admonishing your brother for something. 
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You scratch your hand because it itches. You feel a little sick. You're not 
nervous about what you're about to do. You're not so much nervous as much 


as expectant of a terrible letdown and you don't know why. 


In ten minutes, your mother comes by your room and tells you it's time to go. 
You've been ready for ten minutes. You stand up and walk with your parents 
and your brother out to your car and leave. You and your brother hardly speak 
on the drive. Your father listens to your mother tell a story about one of the 


women she works with on the PTA. 


Apparently, Susan O'Tierry's daughter was caught in a parked car in front of 
her house doing certain things that your mother never says at full volume and 
your father has to turn his head to see what she's mouthing. More than once 
you see him pull the corners of his mouth back in a kind of “Yeesh” 
expression. He even says the word “Yeesh” once or twice. Anyway, so the 
mother—Susan—goes out there and taps on the glass but, in typical fashion, 
the glass is foggy and she can't see inside too clearly, but she can see a lot 
more flesh-toned blurs than she's happy about and she starts knocking harder 
on the window and there seems to be some sort of mad scramble inside the 
vehicle and Susan's daughter is telling her mom to hold on, but Susan doesn't 


want to hold on. 


"Personally," your mother says, “I'd want to give them time—T'd want to hold 


on. If they're doing what she thinks they're doing.” Your mother leans to your 
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father slightly. “What we all know they were doing,” she leans back. “Why 
would you want to see that? Seeing all that—” Your father turns to her and 


lets her know that he catches her drift and she can stop there. 


So the mom—Susan, once again—keeps telling her daughter—Teri—to open 
the “D door” (your mom says “d” instead of “damn.” You know what she 
means, but pretend you don't so she feels free to say stories like this in front 
of you; you grasp full well what's being depicted and take a small, guiet, guilty 
pleasure in listening and understanding when your parents think you don't) or 
she's going to break the window. But come on, she's not going to break the 
window. Susan says she can hear arguing in the car and that it sounds like Teri 


is talking to herself the whole time. 


By now Susan is less angry and just flat out confused and a little concerned 
for the well-being of her daughter if she's in a car with someone with her 
clothes off and talking to herself so loudly. So Susan starts really freaking out 
and gets her phone out and shines the screen's light into the window and then 
the window comes down and she's looking at a girl's face who is not her 
daughter and her daughter is in the passenger seat and they're breathing 
heavily and the two girls in the car are sweating and their makeup is smeared 
and the girl in the driver seat's hair is a mess and she looks like the cat that 
ate the canary—they both do. Susan just nodded like she understood then 


turned into the house. 


“Can you believe that?” your mother asks your father. 
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“God. Well, at least it's all out in the open now,” your father responds. 


“Yes, but—I mean—if I know, who else knows? I wonder if any of them will 
come to church anymore—the O'Tierrys. People think things about you when 


something like that comes out.” 


“Mhm,” your dad responds. 


The rest of the ride is relatively silent. You have a brief conversation with 
your brother about your favourite professional wrestlers. You're pretty sure 
he makes up at least two, because your brother's descriptions of their finishing 
moves defies physics as well as basic physiology and also your brother isn't 
allowed to stay up past nine, so how would he watch wrestling anyway? You 
start to call him out on this, but something in you is tired and you let it go 


instead. 


Your father pulls into the church parking lot. The church is old, but not old 
enough to appear classic. It's old enough to look used-up and tired. Your 


mother's car gets stolen in this parking lot exactly six weeks from this day. 


A strip of bright sunlight stretches across your thigh, making it hot. You move 
your hand into the strip and out, feeling the heat come and go with your 
motions. Your father parks the car and gets out. There's the familiar dinging 


that is the car telling your father not to forget the keys in the car. Everyone 
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gets out and you sit for two or three seconds in the car by yourself. You allow 
yourself a brief moment alone. You don't want it to look like you want the 
time alone, though. You don't want to seem dramatic or emotional, so you 
only allow yourself the two or three seconds that would appear, to those 
outside the car, inconspicuous at best and at worst only slightly conspicuous 
(not meriting comment). After these seconds are up, you open your door and 
slip off your seat to the ground. The vehicle is higher off the ground than your 
feet can reach. Through the thin sole of your dress shoe, you're struck by a 
stab of pain at the ball of your left foot as you land on a sharp stone. You 
mutter something about stupid rocks and catch up to the rest of your family. 
Your mother is carrying a beige plastic bag with some clothes in it. Gym 


shorts and a white t-shirt. 


“Well, how are you today?” the preacher asks as you walk into his office with 
your mother. Your father has taken your little brother to sit down in the 
sanctuary. Usually, you and your brother would be in a Sunday school class 


right now, but not today. Today is special. 


“I'm good,” you say back. You feel very far away from all this rightnow. You 
feel like you have as much choice in the direction of your day as a man does 


the direction of a train. 


“This is a very special event in a young man's life,” the preacher says. “Or a 
? 29 


young woman's,” he adds, looking at your mother and smiling sheepishly. 


She exhales sharply through her nose and smiles in that way that passes for a 
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laugh, but is really just an acknowledgment that one accepts that a joke has 


been made. 


Two nights ago, you rehearsed with the preacher. He stood in the empty 
baptistery that would in two day's time hold the (holy) water that would 
cleanse and save your soul. The preacher held his hand out to you, and you 
didn't need to take it, but you took it anyway because you didn't want to hurt 
his feelings. His hand was surprisingly rough for a preacher. You had assumed 
it would be soft from lack of physical labor. Your father's hands are rough as 
well, but he works outside for a living. Your mother's hands are soft. Your 
brother's hands are soft. Your hands are starting to harden and it makes you 


very proud. 


“Are you ready to accept Christ into your heart?” the preacher asks you now. 


You're not sure if you're ready or not, though. You're not sure if you know 
Christ well enough. You're only ten years old. Four years ago, you could pee 
the bed without anyone looking crossways at you. You wonder if you want 
Christ in your heart and you wonder if once he's in, he can get back out if you 
decide you don't love him anymore. If you can't get Christ back out even if 
you don't love him anymore—if he refuses to leave—does that mean Jesus 
loves you more or less? You wonder all this in the few seconds it takes to 


answer, a blast of cold sweat breaking under your arms. 
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“Yes sir, I am,” you answer, unsmiling. The preacher laughs guietly and in a 
proud way. You think he's going to lean over and tousle your hair, but he 
doesn't. Your mother puts her hand on your shoulder and its coldness startles 


you. 


“Well, if you all want to go sit down, your seats are already marked off on the 
front row. Now, remember,” he's looking at you now, “during the first hymn, 
you need to go through the door on stage left—” he preacher realizes he's 
talking to a ten-year-old. “The door on the right when you're looking at the 


stage. The door you went in through when we rehearsed.” 


You nod and your mother leads you out of the room. You're still nervous but 
not excited and this feeling has only swelled since this morning when you 
woke up with it. You're wondering if you've made the right decision and if 
this decision will ever stop affecting you—as in, if you decide later that this 
was a bad decision, can you just wait out its consequences? Will they just fade 
out over time if you stop putting effort into your relationship with Christ? You 
hope so, but somehow this seems like the kind of thing where regular logic 


doesn't apply. 


You sit down by your mother in the sanctuary. The sermon starts and it seems 
very cold in the room—ike they turned on the air just for this special event 
that would undoubtedly raise the congregation's cumulative body temperature 
by at least a few degrees. You hold a hardback Bible in your hands that you 
took off the seat next to you. You decide to look into the Bible, seeking 
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comfort. You open it and then realize that you don't know any good verses 
for stuff like this—scary stuff. Well, you Know that there are comforting 


verses in the Bible, but Jesus says them all, and it's Jesus you're scared of. 


Your stomach flutters. 


The first hymn ends and your mother pushes you to your feet. You walk and 
open the door and you feel like the eyes of the entire right side of the 
congregation are staring at you, although in actuality only a few people 
glanced over and then back to the preacher. He's a good preacher. You can't 


miss a word. 


You walk into the room and close the door. The sound of the preacher's voice 
is immediately muted to a dull rumble. The room feels colder than the 
sanctuary had felt. There are two pairs of galoshes on the ground and two 
white robes. One galosh/robe set is much larger than the other. You swallow 
hard. You realize you've forgotten your other clothes—the clothes you're 
going to get wet—the clothes in the beige plastic bag your mother was 
carrying. You get a little sick and then are washed in a feeling much like 
homesickness. You turn to go back out, but at that moment the door opens and 
it's your mother and you just want her to take you home; you're not ready. 
You walk up to her to tell her this, but she just holds the bag through the small 
opening she's created with the door. You reach out and take it and, looking at 


your mother's face as she shuts the door, you want very badly to cry. 
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You're all of a sudden angry at your mother and father. You're angry at your 
preacher. You don't want to be here. Your parents should know that. They 
shouldn't be making you do this. Are they making you do this? They never 
forced you. They never took your hand and made you sign a pledge. They 
never took your heart and rendered it unto Him. You made this decision, but 
it sure doesn't feel like you did. You wonder if it's possible to force someone 


to do something without actively forcing them at all. 


The first hymn begins and the stage door opens. The preacher smiles at you 
and steps down from the elevated place where the stage door opens from. You 
look from that door to the door you came in through. 


y» 


“Hey, you need to change!” the preacher says with urgency but not anger. He 


points to a screen that you just now notice is there. 


You get behind the screen and change into your gym shorts and white t-shirt. 
You're about to wad the bag up when you notice a small piece of paper in it, 
stuck to one of the sides. You take out the note. “Good luck, buddy!” it says. 
“Love, Mom.” There's a heart drawn in the lower corner. You put the note in 
your pocket, fully aware that it's going to be ruined in the water. You don't 
care, though. The note reminds you that your mother is close by and this puts 
you at ease some and you need it, because now your hands are cold and sweaty 


and you feel like you might throw up. 
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At the rear of the room is another set of stairs that goes to a place higher than 
the stage. It is behind this door that, after a short walk down a corridor with a 
high ceiling, you reach the baptistery. The preacher turns and makes his way 
up the stairs. You're struggling to put on your galoshes. You had put your 
robe on first and now it keeps getting in the way when you try to pull the long, 
rubbery boots to their proper place on your legs. As you pull the boots on, you 
notice—for the first time—a dusting of black hairs among the blonde ones on 
your left leg. You smile a little and you put your hand on your leg as if to tell 
it good job. Your preacher clears his throat and you know he isn't trying to 
clear his throat. You get up and climb the stairs. You're now standing behind 
him and you can smell his cologne through the robe. He opens the door and 
walks through, gesturing for you to come with him. The corridor smells dank 


and it's difficult to see. The ground is dusty. 


Years from now, you will admit to yourself that you do not believe in God. 
You will surrender to doubt while standing in a crowded auditorium full of 
people your age who are all weeping and lamenting their young sins while a 
singer with a guitar commands a line of ushers in the back of the room to begin 
collecting the offering. You will lose someone very near to you and Jesus 
won't help you, because why would he help you when he didn't help your 
friend? You will begin to feel false at family gatherings and when everyone's 
eyes fall to pray you will feel embarrassed for them and then you'll close your 
eyes too because the look on everyone's faces makes your stomach hurt and 


you can't stop thinking of Hell. 


Art & Eros Volume Eight Page 44 Spring 2022 


You reach the baptistery and the preacher steps in and wades to its center. The 
hymn closes in that abrupt, applause-less way that all hymns end. The room 
is totally guiet except for the beat of your heart. You can't see your parents. 
You may be able to see them when you're in the water. You feel like you're 
up against something hot. Something is at your back and it feels immovable 
and alive. You turn around and look. There is a small blade of light coming 
from the under the door of the room you were just in. You don't remember 
closing that door, but the door is closed. You look to the preacher. As he 
speaks, he gesticulates with his arms in wide motions. Finally, he pauses for 
a long time and looks out over the congregation. He turns to you and reaches 


out his hand. 


You think that this isn't how you wanted this to be and you don't feel any 
better and you wonder if Jesus wanted this for you and you think that if He 
did He isn't any kind of friend and you're so scared because now He's going 


to live inside you and everything depends on it. 


(first published in this Great Society in Aug. 2011) 
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Finely Distinguished Knowledge by Thomas Cairns 


“Sir,” said Stephen, ‘I read novels with the utmost pertinacity. I look 
upon them — I look upon good novels — as a very valuable part of 
literature, conveying more exact and finely-distinguished knowledge of 
the human heart and mind than almost any other, with greater breadth 
and depth and fewer constraints. ” (p. 253, The Nutmeg of Consolation, 
Patrick O Brian). 


The addiction was immediate, and guite accidental. A few innocent pages into 
Patrick O’Brian’s extended narrative about “Lucky” Jack Aubrey, post- 
captain in His Majesty's Royal Navy, and his friend Stephen Maturin, ship's 
surgeon, naturalist and spy, and I was irretrievably snared. Granted, I am 
especially susceptible to getting caught up in fictional webs characterized by 
the clatter of a chaise-and-four running over the cobblestones of foggy 
London streets, the smell of gunpowder and the roar of cannon fire, and the 
deliciously tense formal restraint of a certain class of society in early 19th- 
century Britain. The 21 seguential novels published over 30 years have been 
called “the best historical novels ever written,” and while I might not go so 
far as that, for such energetically plotted adventure stories they conceal a 


surprising amount of depth and nuance. 


The Aubrey-Maturin stories achieve their addictive guality through a number 
of devices — the characters are complex and multi-faceted, the historical detail 


is almost excruciatingly exact, and a wonderfully dry wit saturates the 
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narrative. In addition, the central relationship between Captain Aubrey and 
Dr. Maturin, more than any naval battle or domestic intrigue, gives the books 
a compulsive momentum and emotional core. But, I would argue, what 
ultimately defines the novels and makes them worthy of further reflection is 


the brilliance of O'Brian's language. 


The books are a fantastic web of complex language, defined by rhythm, 
cadence and peculiar obscurity that form a complete narrative world. A new 
reader of O Brian's works will recognize his significant debt to Jane Austen 
and also the unavoidable fact that there are moments when the books are 
entirely incomprehensible. O'Brian regularly uses Napoleonic era naval 
jargon without any definition. This is not the cartoonish “ahoy matey” and 
““yo-ho-ho” of pirate movies, but an intricate world of specific terminology, 
purposely unintelligible to the reader. It is clear that O' Brian recognizes that 
most readers might be a little foggy on just what the “sprit-sail yardarm” might 
be, or what exactly the bellowed order “boom him off the backstay" might 
entail. But he clearly delights in the immersive properties of the language, 
buoying readers along in their vaguely amused ignorance by brilliant use of 


rhythm and cadence. 


In this way, the form of the novels mirrors the world described within them — 
the world of Napoleonic Europe with its strict societal and cultural codes of 
language and practice, and more specifically the rituals and language 
particular to the Royal Navy itself. A recurring feature in the early books is 


the introduction of new crewmembers to Captain Aubrey's ships — frequently 
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men who have been "pressed" from local prisons or picked up off the streets 
to aid in the national struggle against Napoleon. These “landsmen” are 
typically a “stupid, unhandy set of lubbers on the whole,” and tend to be 
useless as sailors, at least at first, finding the network of naval language that 
surrounds them just as incomprehensible as the reader does. Yet, over time, 
as the landsmen become initiated into the life of the ship, they demonstrate 
not just comprehension of their new world, but become actual participatory 
members of the community. As previously foreign rituals such as exercising 
the great guns in the evening and swabbing the deck each morning before 
dawn become embodied practice, the landsmen undergo an unconscious 
transformation into naval sailors, ready to crack on under close reefed topsails 
in a fierce sguall or drive an axe into a French officer's thigh when boarding 


an enemy deck. 


In this way, the Aubrey-Maturin novels are rather brilliant reflections on the 
relationship between identity and the uncertainty of human life. The strange 
language of the Royal Navy and its complex of holy practices are not 
extraneous to the sailors and ships, but actually constitute the floating worlds 
that glide along the ocean's surface, seeking opportunities to erupt into 
thunderous violence against the enemies of good King George. The members 
of a sailing ship are unusually aware of the radical insecurity of life as they 
depend on the vagaries of currents, winds and the integrity of the tar, wood 
and canvas constructions which propel them to the far sides of the world. The 
language and rituals which define the lives of those immersed in them are 


meant to create a certain type of character, a certain set of virtues, so that when 
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luck turns sour they will still be able to tie a crowned double-wall knot in the 


midst of heaving swell. 


Part of the attraction of the novels, of the roots of their addictiveness, of my 
frankly embarrassing love for them, is due to the incomprehensible language 
and not in spite of it. There is a certain appeal in the fact that a reader can see 
in a more explicit way what often remains hidden: namely the complex 


framework of language and repeated practices that shapes our own characters. 


As the guote at the beginning of the essay states, fiction has a way of 
conveying an “exact and finely distinguished knowledge of the human heart 
and mind.” Even pulse-pounding serial adventure stories like the Aubrey- 
Maturin novels can prompt us to imagine ourselves using new language. 
Crossing the boundary of fiction and undergoing immersion in a distinctly 
different world forces us to guestion what implicit networks of language and 
ritual practice we are enmeshed in, and what sorts of virtues these practices 
and languages are shaping within us. Not to say that the mystery of who and 
how I am becoming can ever be exhausted, but the guestioning is not entirely 
in vain: a particular nakedness of self is exposed when the bewildering 
drunken veering of life collides with our best laid plans, when a mysterious 
ship appears hull up on the horizon, or when a confused, tumbling cross-sea 


tosses us in unexpected directions. 


(First Published in This Great Society Oct. 2011) 
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An Evening of Barogue by Jose Chaves 


It's past midnight. I'm hunkered down with a chunky gal from the art gallery, 
the one with the thick glasses and impasto cheeks. The coffee table is stacked 
with take-out boxes, her earrings, a copy of The Brothers Karamozov, and 24 
empty bottles from wine coolers that stand witness to our loneliness. But this 
Rubenesgue angel, stretched across my couch in full scale, has forgiven the 
horns rising from my temples, my cloven hooves and hideous snout, as she 


beckons me with a stubby finger into the bedroom. 


I rear up on my hind legs to follow and I can't help but think of old man 
Karamazov, his ability to find something erotic in any woman, no matter how 
homely, as I'm drawn to her clavicle like some strange sexual beacon. For in 
that delicate curve, that stretch of horizon where the wind delicately lashes the 
dark oil of time, I focus on the gentle strokes of her collar, kiss her softly about 
the face and neck, while groping those cornucopias of flesh like candied 


apples. 


The next morning, we awake to find ourselves trapped inside a painting at the 
art gallery, unable to hide from the constant tours of school children who point 


and giggle at our nakedness. 
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Behind Closed Doors by Jennifer Macaire 


You must have seen her when you lived on the islands. Her jeans were faded 
and embroidered. She wore plastic sandals and carried a guitar. She never 
went to school. She went to visit sick friends or to the beach. What was the 
funniest thing you ever said to her? Did it make her laugh? When she laughed, 
did she tilt her head back and open her mouth so wide you could see all her 
white teeth? If she tipped her head back, her hair would touch her thighs; it 


would sweep against them as your hand ached to. 


Did you hear her sing? When she sang in one of the tourist bars I would go to 
see her. I would sit in the shadows and drink, my arm over another girl's 


shoulder. 
I wish I had the foresight to bring a tape recorder with me, but I didn’ t. I have 
to close my eyes and listen hard now to hear her voice, and often it gets 


confused with the wind in the trees. 


How old would she be now? It doesn’ t matter. I don” t care—to me she'll 


always be a teenager with her mouth folded in defiance. 


I'll tell you a secret. 


One day, when we were lying in bed talking, my mother came home from 


work to check on me. I was supposed to be ill. I was home from school. There 
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was no time to hide; she barely had time to dart under my covers before my 
mother came in and sat down on my bed. My mother never knew I had a girl, 
unclad, huddled next to my body. She was so lithe, so slender, that her body 
melded with mine, the covers stayed obediently bunched over her head, and 


my mother never noticed a thing. 


She put her hand on my brow (damp with sweat and burning with effrontery) 
and told me I looked flushed. She left after bringing me a cup of tea and some 
toast. All the while there was a naked girl in my bed, pressed as closely to me 
as a salamander. When my mother’ s car drove away I pushed the covers back 


and smiled at her. She started laughing. I didn't love her yet, but it was a start. 


I went to see her in New York City after she'd left the islands. She had cast 
off her tattered, harleguin jeans and wore a warm sweater. It made her look 


fragile. 


She went with me to a party, and she didn't drink—she never drank. She liked 
to smoke, though—to get stoned—and by the end of the evening, her smile 
was as wide as the Hudson River. I tried to talk her into coming back with me 


to the apartment I'd rented, but she shook her head. 


She kissed me softly on the mouth, but she was the type to close doors behind 


her and never open them again. 
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AA fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available at Amazon 
Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Katie's Nightmare by Christopher Stires 


“Daddy!” she cried. 


I was scribbling research notes at my desk when I heard her call out for 
me. Immediately, without hesitation, I jumped up and dashed down the hall 
to her bedroom. All eight years and fifty pounds of her latched onto me like 
a vise-grip as I knelt beside her bed. I could feel her little body trembling 


against my breast and her little fingers digging into my wounded arm. 


“What's wrong, pumpkin?” I asked, stroking her hair. 


She answered, but her reply was muffled by my shirt. It took a moment for 


me to understand what she was saying. 


“What's under the bed?” 


“D-Dracula,” she whispered. 


I hugged her closer and wished my wife wasn't away for the night, visiting 
her mother. She was much better at this than I was. She wouldn't have let 
Katie watch that old horror movie earlier. But I'd thought watching Boris 
Karloff and Bela Lugosi was a much better idea than watching the latest 


atrocities on CNN. Why didn't kids come with an owner's manual? 
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“There's no Dracula,” I said. “He's make-believe.” 


She shook her head. “He came out of the c-closet and slipped under the 


bed. He wanted to suck the blood from my toes.” 
Slowly, ever so slowly, I eased from her death-hug and peered under the 
bed. When I straightened up, Katie had her knees up to her guivering chin 


and her covers coiled tightly around her. 


I smiled my best I’m-here-and-you’re-safe smile. “Nothing under there 


except one dirty sock, two Pokemon cards, and a colony of dust bunnies.” 


“He was there.” Her voice was so sure. I wished I could be so positive in my 


beliefs. 


“Dracula was a character created by Bram Stroker. Frankenstein's monster 


was made up by Mary Shelley. It's all make-believe.” 


“He wasn't real, Daddy?” 


“No. Pretend. Like Casper the Friendly Ghost.” 


“Grammy believes in ghosts.” 
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“Your grammy needs...” I stopped myself before I said something that I 
would regret. Something that would have me sleeping on the sofa when Katie 


repeated it to her mother. “What's my job, honey?” 


Katie peered at me with her big, deep-blue eyes. “You write stories.” 


“That’s right. I make up tales about goblins and spooks and aliens from outer 


space. I write stories just like—” 


cc 


Stephen King and Dean Koontz,” she finished. She knew my routine 
better than I did. “You tell lies for fun and profit.” 


"That's right." I kissed her forehead. 


“Mommy says you take unnecessary risks when you do research. Like when 


you went to the Carpet Mountains." 


"Carpathian," I corrected. 


“What's a risk?" 


When did she overhear that argument? “Mommy worries too much.” 


Katie snuggled down under her covers. “I'm okay now, Daddy. I'm glad 


you're home. Will you leave the hall light on, please?” 
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“Yes.” 


I walked back to my tiny study, rubbing the bite-scar on my arm. The full 


moon would rise in two days. 


There are no vampires. 


There are no werewolves. 


There are no... 
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New Millennium Sex by Maryanne Stahl 


No one wants to fuck Cheryl anymore. That's what she thinks. Cheryl is doing 
her laundry in the basement of her apartment building, sorting delicates from 
the regular load. A Greek woman emptying the one working dryer frowns at 
her. Cheryl has been caught staring at her own underwear. It is the stain on a 
pair of gray silk panties that has brought this irrefutable truth—that no one 


wants to fuck her—to mind. 


Cheryl wore the gray silk panties on Thursday, when James took her for dinner 
and then drinks back at his hotel. They “fooled around” (his words) and he 
came on her behind. He didn't say as much, but he wouldn't actually fuck her 
and she didn't expect him to. No one will anymore. It isn't safe, these days 
(who wants to use a condom the first time?). And, with many of the men she 


meets (married), it is technically verboten. 


You aren't really cheating if you don't fuck. You aren't doing anything 


dangerous. Cheryl knows this is what James thinks. 


If his wife ever asks, “did you fuck her?” He can rightly answer no! He might, 


depending on the depth of his character, even add, Of course not! 


A blow job is okay. Cheryl gave James a blow job when they fooled around 
again an hour after the panty stain, just like she gave Tom at that Christmas 


party and Steve at the beach. Tom also rubbed his dick between her round, 
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wet breasts (he'd poured Chardonnay between them); Steve stuck his fingers 
so far up inside her, she remembered her next doctor's appointment. All of 
them licked her and rubbed her and sgueezed the cheeks of her ass. They did 
everything they could think of—after all, they weren't inhibited—everything 


except fuck. 


The laundry room is empty now. Cheryl lifts the gray silk panties from the 
small pile of delicates and holds them to her face. She tries to smell James, 
tries to remember the thrilling skip of her breath when he reached for her hand 
beneath the table, tries to remember the look in his eyes she thought meant he 
wanted her. As in really. Cheryl breathes deeply, and though the panties smell 
more like the musty bottom of her bathroom hamper than anything else, she 
remembers James’ skin. She remembers her face pressed into his neck when 
he told her that she couldn't spend the night. And when at last she tosses the 


gray silks into the washing machine, another stain has blotted out the first. 
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Reading Sex by Ryan Nelson 


For him sex and romance were literary categories. 


As they undressed in her bedroom, the idea of “taking the heaven from inside 
of her and turning it into a burnt wheat field” popped into his head. It was a 
desperate thought, really. He loosened his tie. Something in him was 
strangling. She waited on the bed in her underwear, rubbing her feet together 


playfully. 


During puberty and his early "20s, he'd read so many books before his nine 
o'clock bedtime that, he assured himself, without doubt, even though he'd 


never had one in the flesh, he'd had plenty of girls by proxy. 


He had been cocky from the first day of their relationship. He had actually 
asked her out. An old man had tripped on some broken concrete in front of 
his house. She had come to the rescue and had asked to use his phone to call 
the old man's son. He thought, “kindness floated on her like mist over 


London.” She seemed accessible to him. 
On their third date she had asked him, “Are you a playful little boy?” 
He had never been winked at like that before. He could tell she conducted 


these matters on eye-to-eye ground. Obviously, he was not on that level. But 


the fact that she assumed he was made him sit straight and smile. 


Art & Eros Volume Eight Page 60 Spring 2022 


Up to this point he had likened their relationship to a whitewater river. 


Tonight, on the way to her house, he felt like he was going over the falls. 


Now, nearly naked, he watched her wiggle and mess up the bed sheets. Those 
luxurious wrinkles bothered him. He caught the view of the two of them in 
the mirror above her dresser. In a scene like this, he wondered, how could any 


man worry? The fact that he worried distressed him even more. 


“What's the matter?” A stray chocolate brown curl flopped over her eye. 


He felt like a harried plate spinner. His hesitation to start “The Carnival of 


Love” allowing a few plates to fall. 


“What about this? Maybe this will speed up the race.” She proficiently kicked 
off her panties and undid her bra. The sight of her wearing nothing gave him 


what he called the “Raskolnikov Shakes.” 
Her pubic hair didn't seem as confined and tamed as it was in paintings he 
had seen. Her breasts were flatter than all those statues had brought him to 


expect. 


“You're shaking.” 
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“Ah, I'm not...” He felt more exposed than he would have if he'd actually 
removed his boxers. Now that all was laid bare, he flashed on their future 
together. The practicality of the relationship certainly wouldn't change. But 
he guestioned if she would still smile the same light-bending hello? Would 


they still have the same coy conversations? 


Like a flash of lightning in a storm, a Raymond Chandler guote occurred to 


him. “Beyond fear, beyond change.” It was a description of a dead guy. 
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Thighs Like Fresh Peaches by Patti See 


When you lay your bag of groceries on the wooden bar top, your milk and 


bread and fruit remind you that you have parents and children, somewhere. 


Each bartender knows your face by what you drink, and this one sets a mug 
of beer before you and a bourbon for your lover. You are a couple only here, 
this place with pool cues in a barrel in the middle of the barroom and Bessie 
Smith on the jukebox. The regulars know your movements, hands in a strange 
gesture they mimic a table away. They guess the secrets you keep together, 
know from the way you walked in tonight—snow-caked scarves and steamed 
glasses—the songs you'll play again, standing shoulder to shoulder, as close 


to dancing as any public place allows. 


You chose the fruit together at a corner grocery store. Your lover held each 
piece to his nose, turned each one round in his hand. He said, “We've never 
shopped for real groceries together.” A melodrama only you and he 
appreciate. When you walked along the street to the bar, biting into your fruit, 
the nectar ran down your arms, soaking your coatsleeves to bare wrists. Later 
tonight, in bed beside your husband, you will remember a skin that gives and 


takes. 


You held the fruit to your lover's face and rubbed the fuzz to his cheek. You 
started to say, “Winter thighs like mine.” Instead came out, “It's summer 


somewhere.” 
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At the bar with peach pits in your pocket, you imagine how you might be 
different without these other lives, when you're together fulltime. He will say 
Just three drinks and mean it. Your hives will disappear. He won't need Ziploc 
baggies of homegrown skunkweed to write your story the way you tell favorite 


parts to each other in a dark booth. 


Mornings you will wake with him and fit everything in. Groceries and pets. 
Children and jobs. Every conversation mystical and true; odd seams between 


finished and start anew. 


Tonight the surfer boy bartender will leave a paper sack for him, folded like a 
Valentine, on the edge of the bar. You slip it into your bag of fruit, tell yourself 
it is medicinal and thereby nearly healthy. When your lover slips to the men's 
room, you imagine his dried plants, as you've seen them before when he rolls 
a joint on your belly, tongues the remnants from your navel, lovely as the 
parsley you sprinkle on your husband's pasta. Within minutes a single 
hundred-dollar bill has been passed from hand to hand before the urinal. Your 


lover reappears wearing his coat and hat, your parka draped over his arm. 


You stop a block from his house and kiss him in your cold car. In the darkness 
his mouth is a living thing, each kiss eats back. Your husband will never know 
the story of your night. His wife has no way of knowing he's carrying home 


a bag of poems. 
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Oh la la !... but can you swim in this suit? 
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Art Works from the Modern Era 
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Le Bestiaire par Guillaume Apollinaire 


Orphêe 
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Admirez le pouvoir insigne 
Et la noblesse de la ligne : 
Elle est la voix gue la lumiêre fit entendre 


Et dont parle Hermès Trismégiste en son Pimandre. 


Admire the badge of power 
And the nobility of the line: 
She is the voice that the light made heard 


And of which Hermes Trismegistus speaks in his Pimandre. 
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La Tortue 
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Du Thrace magigue, ô dêlire! 
Mes doigts sûrs font sonner la lyre. 
Les animaux passent aux sons 


De ma tortue, de mes chansons. 


Magical Thrace, O delirium! 
My sure fingers sound the lyre. 
Animals stop to listen to the sounds 


Of my turtle lyre and of my songs. 
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Le Cheval 
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Mes durs rêves formels sauront te chevaucher, 
Mon destin au char d'or sera ton beau cocher 
Qui pour rênes tiendra tendus à frénésie, 


Mes vers, les parangons de toute poésie. 


In my deepest dreams I will Know how to ride you, 
My destiny in the gold chariot will be your wonderful coachman 
Who will hold your reins stretched to frenzy, 


My verses, the paragons of all poetry. 
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La Chêvre du Thibet 
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Les poils de cette chêvre et même 
Ceux d'or pour gui prit tant de peine 
Jason, ne valent rien au prix 


Des cheveux dont je suis épris. 


The hair of this goat, and even 
that of gold for which Jason made such an effort, 
is worth nothing when compared to the value 


of the hair with which I am in love. 
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Tu t'acharnes sur la beauté. 
Et quelles femmes ont été 
Victimes de ta cruauté! 
Eve, Eurydice, Cléopâtre; 


J'en connais encor trois ou guatre. 


You are obsessed with beauty. 
And what women have been 
Victims of your cruelty! 
Eve, Eurydice, Cleopatra; 

I still Know three or four of them. 
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Je souhaite dans ma maison: 
Une femme ayant sa raison, 
Un chat passant parmi les livres, 
Des amis en toute saison 


Sans les guels je ne peux pas vivre. 


I wish in my house: 
A woman having her reason, 
A cat passing among the books, 
Friends in all seasons 


Without which I cannot live. 
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Le Lion 
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O lion, malheureuse image 
Des rois chus lamentablement, 
Tu ne sais maintenant gu'en cage 


A Hambourg, chez les Allemands. 


O lion, unhappy image 
Such a sad fallen kings, 
You now only know a cage 


In Hamburg, among the Germans. 
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Ne sois pas lascif et peureux 
Comme le lièvre et l'amoureux. 
Mais que toujours ton cerveau soit 


La hase pleine qui conçoit. 


Don't be lascivious and fearful 
Like the hare and the lover. 
But always let your brain be 


Free to run about. 
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Le Lapin 
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Je connais un autre connin 
Oue tout vivant Je voudrais prendre. 
Sa garenne est parmi le thym 


Des vallons du pays de Tendre. 


I Know another damned animal 
That while alive I would like to take. 
His warren is among the thyme 


Valleys of the land of Tendre. 
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Le Dromadaire 
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wandered throughout the world and admired it. 


Avec ses guatre dromadaires 
Don Pedro d'Alfaroubeira 
Courut le monde et l'admira. 
Il fit ce que je voudrais faire 


S1 J'avais quatre dromadaires 


With his four dromedaries 


Don Pedro of Alfaroubeira 


He did what I would wish to do 


if I had four dromedaries. 


Art & Eros Volume Eight 


Page 86 


Spring 2022 


La Souris 
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Belles journées, souris du temps, 
Vous rongez peu à peu ma vie. 
Dieu! Je vais avoir vingt-huit ans, 


Et mal vécus, à mon envie. 


Beautiful days, mice of time, 
You are eating away at my life little by little. 
God! I'm going to be twenty-eight ... 
Having badly lived but to my liking. 
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L' Éléphant 
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Comme un éléphant son ivoire, 
J'ai en bouche un bien précieux. 
Pourpre mort!... J'achète ma gloire 


Au prix des mots mélodieux. 


Like an elephant its ivory, 
I have a precious good in my mouth. 
Purple dead!... I buy my glory 


At the cost of melodious words. 
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Regardez cette troupe infecte 
Aux mille pattes, au cent yeux: 
Rotifêres, cirons, insectes 
Et microbes plus merveilleux 
Oue les sept merveilles du monde 


Et le palais de Rosemonde! 


Look at this revolting troupe 
With a thousand legs, a hundred eyes: 
Rotifers, mites, insects 
And more wonderful microbes 
Like the seven wonders of the world 


And the Rosemonde Palace! 
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La Chenille 
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Le travail mêne â la richesse. 
Pauvres poêtes, travaillons! 
La chenille en peinant sans cesse 


Devient le riche papillon. 


Work leads to wealth. 
Poor poets, let's work! 
The caterpillar toiling incessantly 


Become the rich butterfly. 
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La Mouche 
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Nos mouches savent des chansons 
Oue leur apprirent en Norvêge 
Les mouches ganigues gui sont 


Les divinitês de la neige. 


Our flies Know songs 
What did they learn in Norway 
Ganic flies that are 


Snow deities. 
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La Puce 
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Puces, amis, amantes même, 
Ou'ils sont cruels ceux gui nous aiment! 
Tout notre sang coule pour eux. 


Les bien-aimês sont malheureux. 


Fleas, friends, even lovers, 
How cruel are those who love us! 
All our blood flows for them. 


Beloveds are unhappy. 
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La Sauterelle 
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Voici la fine sauterelle, 
La nourriture de saint Jean. 
Puissent mes vers être comme elle, 


Le régal des meilleures gens. 


Here is the fragile grasshopper, 
the nourishment of Saint John. 
May my verses be like it: 


a treat for the very best people. 
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Que ton cœur soit l'appat et le ciel, la piscine! 
Car, pécheur, quel poisson d'eau douce ou bien marine 
Egale-t-il, et par la forme et la saveur, 


Ce beau poisson divin qu'est JÉSUS, Mon sauveur? 


Art & Eros Volume Eight Page 102 Spring 2022 
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Dauphins, vous jouez dans la mer, 
Mais le flot est toujours amer. 
Parfois, ma joie éclate-t-elle? 


La vie est encore cruelle 


Dolphins, you play in the sea, 
yet the waves are still bitter. 
Does my joy ever burst out? 


Life is still cruel. 
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Le Poulpe 
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Jetant son encre vers les cieux, 
Sucant le sang de ce gu'il aime 
Et le trouvant délicieux, 


Ce monstre inhumain, c'est moi-même 


Throwing his ink to the skies, 
sucking the blood of what he loves 
And finding it delicious, 


This inhuman monster is myself. 
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La Mêduse 
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Méduses, malheureuses têtes 
Aux chevelures violettes 
Vous vous plaisez dans les tempêtes, 


Et je m'y plais comme vous faites. 


Jellyfish, unfortunate heads 
With purple hair 
You delight in storms, 


And I like it ... like you do. 
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L' Ecrevisse 
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Incertitude, 6 mes délices 
Vous et moi nous nous en allons 
Comme s'en vont les écrevisses, 


À reculons, à reculons. 


Uncertainty, Oh my delicacies 
you and I, we move about 
as crayfish move about 


,backwards, backwards. 
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Dans vos viviers, dans vos êtangs, 
Carpes, gue vous vivez longtemps! 
Est-ce gue la mort vous oublie, 


Poissons de la mêlancolie. 


In your moats, in your ponds, 
carp, how long you live! 
Has death forgotten you, 


fish of melancholy? 
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La femelle de l'alcyon, 
L'Amour, les volantes Sirênes, 
Savent de mortelles chansons 
Dangereuses et inhumaines. 
N'oyez pas ces oiseaux maudits, 


Mais les Anges du paradis. 


The female of the Halcyon, 
Love, the flying Sirens, 
know deadly songs 
Dangerous and inhuman. 
Don't listen to those cursed birds, 


Instead listen to the Angels of Heaven. 
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Saché-je d'où provient, 
Sirenes, votre ennui 
Quand vous vous lamentez, au large, dans la nuit? 
Mer, je suis comme toi, plein de voix machinées 


Et mes vaisseaux chantants se nomment les années. 


Do I know where it comes from, 
Sirens, your boredom 
When you lament, off, in the night? 
Sea, I'm like you, full of engineered voices 


And my singing vessels are called years. 
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La Colombe 
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Colombe, l'amour et l'esprit 
Qui engendrâtes Jésus-Christ, 
Comme vous j'aime une Marie. 


Qu'avec elle je me marie. 


Dove, love and the spirit 
Who fathered Jesus Christ, 
Like you, I love a Mary. 
That I will to marry her. 
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En faisant la roue, cet oiseau, 
Dont le pennage traîne â terre, 
Apparaît encore plus beau, 


Mais se découvre le derrière. 


Cartwheeling, this Peacock, 
Whose plumage drags on the ground, 
Appears even more beautiful, 


But I discover what's behind its feathers. 
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Le Hibou 
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Mon pauvre coeur est un hibou 
' ' ^ ' 
Ou'on cloue, gu'on dêcloue, gu'on recloue. 
De sang, d'ardeur, il est â bout. 


Tous ceux gui m'aiment, je les loue. 


My poor heart is an owl 
My heart opens, it unlock, then relocks. 
Such blood, ardor, my poor heart is exhausted. 


All those who love me, I praise them. 
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Oui, j'irai dans l'ombre terreuse 
Ó mort certaine, ainsi soit-il! 
Latin mortel, parole affreuse, 


Ibis, oiseau des bords du Nil. 


Yes, I will go in the earthy shadow 
O certain death, so be it! 
Deadly Latin, awful speech, 
Ibis, bird of the banks of the Nile. 
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Le Boeuf 
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Ce chêrubin dit la louange 
Du paradis, où, près des anges, 
Nous revivrons, mes chers amis, 


Quand le bon Dieu l'aura permis. 


This cherub speaks praise 
From paradise, where, near the angels, 
We will live again, my dear friends, 


When the good Lord allows it. 
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Poetry by Guillaume Apollinaire 


Le Bestiaire ou Courtège d'Orphée, Paris, 1911 


Wood Block Prints by Dufy Raoul (1877-1953) 
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Figuratives by André de Dienes 
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At The Beach 
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After the Bath 
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Anita Ekberg 
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At the Beach 
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In the Wild 
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In the Desert 
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On the Pedestal 


Art & Eros Volume Eight Page 169 Spring 2022 


Art & Eros Volume Eight Page 170 Spring 2022 


Art & Eros Volume Eight Page 171 Spring 2022 


Art & Eros Volume Eight Page 172 Spring 2022 


Composition 
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New Poems by Contemporary Poets 
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Two New Poems by Aki Kurosawa 


Are You Lonely Too ... 


It is hard to be lonely 
But it is easy to be alone. 
I am alone when I sit 
At my desk at work — 


a face in a crowded place. 


I am alone sitting on a train 

Going to and from work 

Whrn I get home from work at the end 
Of my day I am lonely — 

with no one to greet me, 


no one to ask ... 

How was your day my love? 

I am lonely when I fix my dinner 
And start to think — *what about 
Tomorrow?” Will it be another day 


like today, or will it be different? 


Sleep fills my life with the 
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Imagined, and I step among 

My dreams, who keep me company — 
well I guess not being lonely 

is Just a state of mind 


even when I am alone. 


Maybe I will dream of you? 
Are you lonely too ... 


Someone I can Spend Time With 


I sometimes play a game 
And watch the eyes of the boy 


Iamwlith... 


I place my hand over my heart 
in the V of my blouse 


and smile ... 


Sometimes they look down 
and smirk like a hungry tiger. 


I then frown ... 


And look at my watch and say 


‘it’s time for me to go’ ... I don't want 
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a hungry tiger 


If his eyes stay on mine, I stay 
awhile and let my hand drop 


into my lap ... 


Then I fuss with my dress a bit and 
watch his eyes. If he looks down, it's 


time to go. 


If his eyes are still on mine 
I reach out with my hand 


and touches his 


I Know he is someone 
I can spend time with 


and be happy ... 
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The Sex Life of a Queen Bee by Rose Lang 


Were life for me ... 

like that of a Queen Bee 

at the centre of a hive 

surrounded by consorts who live 
to please me, and nothing more ... 
and male concubines, bored 

most times except when I let 
them come close 

and let loose. 

In a frenzy of 


Sex... Sex ... SEX .. 


My consorts I have 

long ago made sterile, 

yet they do try 

in the own frenzy 

to let loose, 

but nothing comes from them 
but the buzz, buzz, buzz 


of xes ... Xes ... Xes ... 


My concubines I tease 


because I want them to please 
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me. All I want from them 

is they dance with me when 

I am ready to mate, that they rasp 
and ravage me, so we can make 


billions of baby bees ... 


Were life for me ... 
like that of a Oueen Bee 
My life would be so 


much simpler ... 


I could let my consorts 
X68... X68 REN ou 
as much as they please 


and not worry. 


Then set out in search 
of a male concubine 
when I am ready to 
make a baby bee ... 

a baby me. 
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When That Day Comes ... Beware! by William Webster 


Real men don't cry 
They just try to get by 
Through things ... but I 
Unfortunately let 


People upset me .. 
Almost always. 
It is hard for me to see 


A way out of this play. 


Perhaps I am not 

A real man but a boy 
Perhaps I am caught 
And I am just a toy. 


To be played with. 
It's because I care 
About the truth 


And cannot bare 


Looking the other way 
When something bad goes on 


Perhaps there will be a day 
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When my conscience will be gone 


And nothing will bother me 
Anymore — I will not care 
And look the other way. 


When that day comes ... beware! 
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Beans ... Beans ... by anonymous 


Beans, beans, the magical* fruit 
The more you eat, the more you toot 
The more you toot, the better you feel. 


So let's have beans with every meal. 


The beans beans came from a magical bag 
Were put in a pot and stewed 
Then served to us by a sorcerous hag 


Blah ...It tasted like dog food. 


We fell asleep and dreamed of beans 
Beans here and there and everywhere 
To feed us nothing but beans was mean 


But blah the ol” hag didn't care. 


To put in her gruel of beans, beans, beans, 
She eyed us both guite hungrily ... 
Wanting to stew us as savory protein 


She sharpened her knives perfunctorily 


But beans, beans the magical fruit 
The beans they made us toot 


this woke us up just in time 
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To prevent her from her cannibal crime. 


As the beans, beans, beans took their course 
We ran as fast as we could 
With the hag chasing us with all her force 


but chocking as the beans made good ... 


* The first verse is a schoolyard rhyme. In this verse some versions use 


musical instead of magical 


The other verses were composed by the poet for this edition of Poetic Voice. 


Imagine Hansel and Gretel .... 
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Four Poems by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Take the High Road — Few Souls Will Follow You There 


I Know not how to start the tale 
nor how to end it. Perhaps it will 
end itself in time. It leaves me pale 
to think of it. It leaves me ill 

at heart. Take the high road — 
few souls will follow you there, 
Take the low and your mood 

will be crowded out. Care 

that you do not trip up 

for the vultures will start 

to circle, they'll gather to sup, 
hoping to tear you apart. 

They'll throw you over 

the first chance they get 

and leave your bones 


to blanche in the sun 


You Remind Me of Victor Hugo 


I have a friend 


who is a sculptor. 
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He struggles just like me 

He studies me and says 

you remind me of Victor Hugo. 
sit — let me do your bust, 

but leave your hat on! 

I want to sculpt something different. 
A bust with a hat on is novel.! 
No, Victor Hugo never wore hats. 
Like him you like to write stories. 
Maybe one day he will be 
famous, my artist friend 

and his art will make 

me famous too. Or maybe 

we'll both just go bust! 

Two artists who struggled 


And now are forgotten. 


Something Pink and Flower Like 


I try to imagine 

how she might look. 
How her petals might 
curl like something 
pink and flower like. 


How she is plentiful 
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and would put Andromeda 
to shame. The summer 
is young — the sun 

it has begun to shine. 
The days are bright 
They might get hotter 
still. The dew might 
flow and fill the air 
with that indescribable 
perfume that draws 

us to savour the softness 
of something that is 
pink and flower like 

Oh how the tulips 


Blossom. 


Is it the Dark Abyss of Death You Fear? 


While the dawn cometh before us, we face 

the dusk differently, Knowing much more 

then when our task was “take a first breath!” Graced 
by an unknowing and terrifying journey, before 

we understood ourselves and the world — now 

things are much different. We have grown old ... 


time had passed in its mortal toll. How 
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much we regret, those tasks left undone, told we — 

leave it until tomorrow. Well, it has come — 

the morrow, and the sorrow, time cannot be overturned. 

Let the clocks run down, look nought in a mirror! 

That inevitable, unhappy friend cannot be spurned, 
And is it the dark abyss of death you fear, 


or is it growing old and frail, my dear? 
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Something Biblical by Isabella Montsouris 


When I saw this picture 


I remembered my polaroid 


with my two best friends ... 


But we had more courage ... 
We were not holding bags in our hands ... 


Nor had hair over our boobs ... 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physics and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available at Amazon 


Editor ín Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Poetry and Prose From the Past 
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London Under Bombardment by Greta Briggs (1940) 


I, who am known as London, have faced stern times before, 
Having fought and ruled and traded for a thousand years and more; 
I Knew the Roman legions and the harsh-voiced Danish hordes; 

I heard the Saxon revels, saw blood on the Norman swords. 

But, though I am scarred by battle, my grim defenders vow 

Never was I so stately nor so well-beloved as now. 

The lights that burn and glitter in the exile's lonely dream, 

The lights of Piccadilly, and those that used to gleam 

Down Regent-street and Kingsway may now no longer shine, 

But other lights keep burning, and their splendour, too, is mine, 
Seen in the work-worn faces and glimpsed in the steadfast eyes 
When little homes lie broken and death descends from the skies. 
The bombs have shattered my churches, have tom my streets apart, 
But they have not bent my spirit and they shall not break my heart. 
For my people's faith and courage are lights of London town 


Which still would shine in legends though my last broad bridge were down. 
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In Praise of Young Girls by Raymond Asguith 


Attend, my Muse, and, if you can, approve 
While I proclaim the ‘speeding up’ of Love, 
For Love and Commerce hold a common creed, 
For scale of business varies with the speed; 
For Oueen of Beauty and for Sausage King 
The customer is always on the wing — 

Then praise the nymph who regularly earns 
Small profits (if you please) but guick returns: 
Our modish Venus is a bustling minx, 

But who can spare the time to woo a Sphinx? 
When Mona Lisa posed with rustic guile, 

The stale enigma of her simple smile, 

Her leisured lovers raised a pious cheer, 
While the slow mischief crept from ear to ear. 
Poor listless Lombard, you would ne'er engage 
The busier beaux of our mercurial age, 

Whose lively mettle can as easy brook 

An epic poem as a lingering look — 

Our modern maiden smears the twig with lime 
For twice as many hearts in half the time: 
Long e'er the circle of that staid grimace 

Has wheeled your weary dimples into place 


Our little Chloe (mark the nimble fiend) 
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Has raised a laugh against her bosom friend, 
Melted a Marguis, mollified a Jew, 

Kissed every member of the Eton crew, 
Ogled a Bishop, guizzed an aged peer, 

Has danced a tango and has dropped a tear. 
Fresh from the schoolroom, pink and plump and pert, 
Bedizened, bouncing, artful and alert, 

No victim she of vapours or of moods, 
Though the sky fall, she's “ready with the goods’, 
Will suit each client, tickle every taste, 
Polite or gothic, libertine or chaste, 

Supply a waspish tongue, a waspish waist, 
Astarte's breast or Atalanta's leg, 

Love ready made or glamour off a peg. 

Do you prefer a thing of dew and air? 

Or is your taste Poppaea or Polair? 

The crystal casket of a maiden's dreams, 

Or the last fancy in cosmetic creams? 

The dark and tender or the fierce and bright, 
Youth's rosy blush or Passion's pearly bite? 
You hardly know perhaps; but Chloe knows 
And pours you out the necessary dose, 
Meticulously measuring to scale 

The cup of Circe or the Holy Grail: 


An actress she, at home in every role, 
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Can flout or flatter, bully or cajole, 

And on occasion by a stretch of art 

Can even speak the language of the heart, 
Can lisp and sigh and make confused replies 
With baby lips and complicated eyes, 
Indifferently apt to weep or wink, 

Primly pursue, provocatively shrink, 
Brazen or bashful, as the case reguire, 
Coax the faint baron, curb the bold esguire. 
Deride restraint, but deprecate desire 
Unbridled yet unloving, loose but limp, 


Voluptuary, virgin, prude and pimp. 
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The Coffee Song as sung by Frank Sinatra 


Way down among Brazilians, 
Coffee beans grow by the billions, 
So they've got to find those extra cups to fill. 


They've got an awful lot of coffee in Brazil. 


You can't get cherry soda, 
'Cause they've got to fill that guota, 
And the way things are I'll bet they never will. 


They've got a zillion tons of coffee in Brazil. 


No tea or tomato juice, 
You'll see no potato juice, 


The planters down in Santos all say "No, no, no!" 


The politician's daughter, 
Was accused of drinking water, 
And was fined a great big fifty dollar bill. 


They've got an awful lot of coffee in Brazil. 


You date a girl and find out later, 
She smells just like a percolator 
,Her perfume was made right on the grill. 


Why they could percolate the ocean in Brazil. 
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And when their ham and eggs need savor, 
Coffee ketchup gives 'em flavor, 

Coffee pickles way outsell the dill. 

Why they put coffee in the coffee in Brazil. 


No tea or tomato juice, 


You'll see no potato juice, 


The planters down in Santos all say "No, no, no!" 


So you lead to the local color, 
Serving coffee with a cruller, 
Dunking doesn't take a lot of skill. 
They've got an awful lot of coffee, 
An awful lot of coffee, 


Man, they got a gang of coffee in Brazil! 
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The Legend of Mirth by Rudyard Kipling 


The Four Archangels, so the legends tell, 
Raphael, Gabriel, Michael, Azrael, 

Being first of those to whom the Power was shown, 
Stood first of all the Host before The Throne, 
And, when the Charges were allotted, burst 
Tumultuous-winged from out the assembly first. 
Zed their spur that bade them strictly heed T 

heir own high judgment on their lightest deed* 
Zeal was their spur which, when relief was given, 
Urged them unwearied to new toils in Heaven; 
For Honour's sake perfecting every task 

Beyond what e'en Perfection's self could ask ... 
And Allah, Who created Zeal and Pride, 


Knows how the twain are perilous-near allied 


It chanced on one of Heaven's long-lighted days, 
The Four and all the Host being gone their ways 

Each to his Charge, the shining Courts were void 
Save for one Seraph whom no charge employed, 
With folden wings and slumber-threatened brow, 
To whom The Word: Beloved, what dost thou ? 

By the Permission,' came the answer soft, 


Little I do nor do that little oft. 
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As is The Will in Heaven so on Earth 
Where, by The Will, I strive to make men mirth 
He ceased and sped, hearing The Word once more 


Beloved, go thy way and greet the Four. 


Systems and Universes overpast, 

The Seraph came upon the Four, at last, 
Guiding and guarding with devoted mind 
The tedious generations of mankind 

Who lent at most unwilling ear and eye 
When they could not escape the ministry ... 
Yet, patient, faithful, firm, persistent, just 
Toward all that gross, indifferent, facile dust, 
The Archangels laboured to discharge their trust 
By precept and example, prayer and law, 
Advice, reproof, and rule, but, labouring, saw 
Each in his fellow's countenance confessed, 


The Doubt that sickens: Have I done my best? 


Even as they sighed and turned to toil anew, 
The Seraph hailed them with observance due; 
And, after some fit talk of higher things, 
Touched tentative on mundane happenings. 
This they permitting, he, emboldened thus, 


Prolused of humankind promiscuous, 
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And, since the large contention less avails 
Than instances observed, he told them tales — 
Tales of the shop, the bed, the court, the street, 
Intimate, elemental, indiscreet: 

Occasions where Confusion smiting swift 
Piles jest on jest as snow-slides pile the drift 
Whence, one by one, beneath deriding skies, 
The victims' bare, bewildered heads arise — 
Tales of the passing of the spirit, graced 

With humour blinding as the doom it faced — 
Stark tales of ribaldry that broke aside 

To tears, by laughter swallowed ere they dried — 
Tales to which neither grace nor gain accrue, 
But only (Allah be exalted!) true, 

And only, as the Seraph showed that night, 
Delighting to the limits of delight. 


These he rehearsed with artful pause and halt, 

And such pretence of memory at fault, 

That soon the Four —so well .die bait was thrown — 
Came to his aid with memories of their own — 
Matters dismissed long since as small or vain, 
Whereof the high significance had lain 

Hid, till the ungirt glosses made it plain. 


Then, as enlightenment came broad and fast, 
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Each marvelled at his own oblivious past, 
Until —the Gates of Laughter opened wide — 
The Four, with that bland Seraph at their side, 
While they recalled, compared, and amplified, 
In utter mirth forgot both Zeal and Pride! 


High over Heaven the lamps of midnight burned 
Ere, weak with merriment, the Four returned, 
Not in mat order they were wont to keep — 
Pinion to pinion answering, sweep for sweep, 

In awful diapason heard afar — 

But shoutingly adrift 'twixt star and star ; 
Reeling a planet's orbit left or right 

As laughter took them in the abysmal Night; 

Or, by the point of some remembered jest, 
Winged and brought helpless down through gulfs unguessed, 
Where the blank worlds that gather to the birth 
Leaped in the Womb of Darkness at their mirth, 
And e'en Gehenna's bondsmen understood 


They were not damned from human brotherhood. . 


Not first nor last of Heaven's high Host, the Four 
That night took place beneath The Throne once more. 
O lovelier than their morning majesty, 


The understanding light behind the eye! 
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O more compelling than their old command, 

The new-learned friendly gesture of the hand! 

O sweeter than their zealous fellowship, 

The wise half-smile that passed from lip to lip! 

O well and roundly, when Command was given, 
They told their tale against themselves to Heaven, 
And in the silence, waiting on The Word, 


Received the Peace and Pardon of The Lord! 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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Funebrulicular Corner by Wieland Herzfelde (1916) 


I wish I wanted 

There's my aunt sitting 

Since Ephraim swallowed the piggy bank 
Wander - ayayay - 

Out there and do not pay taxes. 

Wirt bathed in sweat massages his ass 
With application! 

Safte vita rati route sga momofantieja, 
What are you crying, old woman? 
Oelisante is dead! Oelisante is dead! 
Cielosantodiosmocrucifixiosrrachoschockmiseriaextrema! 


I still owed fifteen and fifty cents. 


After the Cabaret Voltaire by Emmy Hennings 


I'm going home early in the morning. 

The clock strikes five, it is already day, 

But the light is still on at the hotel. 

The cabaret has finally closed. 

In a corner children curl up, 

The workers are already going to the market 


The church goes silent and old. 


Art & Eros Volume Eight Page 219 Spring 2022 


From the tower ring the bells, 

And a whore with wild curls 

It still wanders there, out of date and freezing. 
Love me purely for all my sins. 


Look, I've been up more than one night. 


Oh! by Georges Ribemont-Dessaignes 


He put his hat on the ground and filled it with dirt. 

And he sowed a tear with his finger. 

A great geranium came up, so big. 

Inside the foliage matured an indefinite number of pumpkins 
He opened a mouth full of gold-crowned teeth and said, 

I Greek! 

He shook the branches of Babylon's willow that refreshed the air. 
And his pregnant wife, through the skin of her belly, 

He showed the child a crescent moon born dead 

He put on his head the hat imported from Germany. 

The woman aborted Mozart, 

While passing in an armored car 

A harpist, 

And in the middle of the sky, pigeons, 


Mexican doves ate canarides. 
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Prolonged Lips by Francis Picabia 


On the mouth of hashish 
On the neck of the bed 
Cut to the buttonhole 
Double whispered effect 
I have seen 

The onion soup 

Burst like a gong 


Great discount 
To Ana Flor by Kurt Schwitters 


Oh, you, beloved of my 27 senses, I love you! 

You, from you, you, I, you, you, me - - - us? 

This, by the way, is not the place. 

Who are you, countless slut, are you, are you? 

People say you would be. 

Let them talk, they do not know how the bell tower stands. 
You wear your hat on your feet and walk on your hands, 
On the hands you walk. 

Hello, Your red dresses, sawn in white folds, 

Red I love you Ana Flor, red I love you. 

You, from you, you, I, you, you, me - - - us? 

Its place is, by the way, on the cold embers. 
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Ana Flor, red Ana Flor, what do people say? 
COMPETITION: 


1.) Ana Flor has a bird. 
2.) Ana Flor is red. 
3.) What color is the bird. 


Red is the color of your yellow hair, 

Red is the color of your green bird. 

You, simple girl in everyday clothes, 

You, dear green animal, I love you! 

You, from you, you, I, you, you, me - - - us? 
His place, by the way, is - - - in the brazier. 
Ana Flor, Ana, A---N---A! 

I open your name drop by drop. 

Your name drips like soft tallow. 

You know, Ana, you know already, 

Which can also be read from behind? 

And you, you, the most wonderful of all, 


You are behind as before: 
Read Shakespeare by Walter Serner 


Read Shakespeare 
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Boy was I a real idiot! 


But read Francis Picabia 


Leads to Ribemont-Dessaignes 


Read Tristan Tzara! 


And you will not read any more. 


Easements by Philippe Soupault 


It was night yesterday 

But the light ads sing 

Trees are stretched 

The wax statue of the hairdresser smiles at me 
Forbidden to spit 

No smoking 

Sunshine in your hands you told me 
There are fourteen 

I invented unknown streets 

New continents bloom 

The newspapers will be leaving tomorrow 
Beware of paint 


Ill walk naked with my cane in my hand. 
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Plain by Richard Huelsenbeck 


Cinnabar timbal pork bladder raw raw raw 

Theosophia pneumatica 

The great spiritual art = poème bruitiste interpreted 

For the first time by Richard Hiielsenbeck DaDa 

O o birribân birribân the ox turns without stopping or 

Drilling work for pieces of light mortar mines 7.6 cm. Chauceur 
Percentage soda calc. 98/100% 

Dog sample damo birridamo holla di funghi guella di mango damai da 
Give it to me, damo 

Brrs pffi commencer Abrr Kpppi commence principle principle 
I have faith in the house asked 

work 

work 

Brâ brâ brâ brâ brâ brâ brâ brâ brâ 


Sokobauno sokobauno. 
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Is it a boy or a girl? 
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A Graphic Novella 
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Mamnma Is Having a Baby! by Patrick Bruskiewich 
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DIDN'T REmLLY | 
Very wed, M ji 
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My Little Brother 
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Magazines by Obelisk Press 


Le Minotaur 
Pen & Pencil Magazine 
Poetic Voice Magazine 
Art & Eros Magazine 
L’Espionage 
DaDa Magazine 
Genius Magazine 


Neos et Le Suréalisme 


Affiliated Publishing Houses 
Obelisk Press 
Atelier Press 


Pythagoras Publishing 


Over 300 titles to choose from 
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Obelisk Press 


Vancouver 
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